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116 Original Poetry. 

Incite thy wildest pow'rs, that ceasless roam, 
Like fetter'd pris'ners round thy vaulted dome, 
In whirling gulphs their shatter'd vessels sweep, 
And strew tlieir corses o'er the boiling deep ; 
So shall thy vast and lonely hall display, 
Such honours as the wife of Jove can pay.' 
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Imitation of the lines repeated by the poet Lucan, after his veins 
were opened, by order of the emperour JVero. 

No more the blood distils in measures slow. 
The gushing veins like eddying torrents flow, 
The <-old hands fail — the pulse no longer beats, 
Life to her trembling citadel retreats — 
Nerves the sunk heart to ward the dreaded blow, 
Arms all her force to combat with her foe ; 
But death and destiny, with purpose dire,' 
Press to the fortress where her steps retire, — 
Quench her pale taper, rend her feeble span, 
And rise victorious o'er the strength of man. H. 



